GEORGIAN PORTRAITS
If you wish to know what Mr. Wells destroyed, read The
Barretts of Wimpole Street. If you wish to know what happened
as a result (to readers of novels) read the terrible description of
a Bloomsbury party in Mr. Malcolm Muggeridge's Winter it.
Moscow. Mr. Wells realized that the Victorian middle class,
propped up by conventions, immunized by wealth, and flattered
by security, was losing its creative power. The same men,
unsupported by the conventions which Mr. Wells the novelist
has destroyed, made restless by the poverty and insecurity which
Mr. Wells the politician has done so much to create, and taught
to be self-sufficient without God by Mr. Wells the philosopher,
have degenerated into something so near anti-Christ that my
"doubts as to whether our society can outlive Mr. Wells have the
soundest theological basis.
Yet the greatest tragedy of all, perhaps, is unobserved by
Mr. Colson. The greatest tragedy is not that of Mr. Wells's
religion or Mr. Wells's politics, but of Mr. Wells's history.
For without Mr. Wells's history, as much of Mr. Wells's dog-
matic atheism and socialistic planning as survived the war
would certainly have perished in what Mr. Wyndham Lew
so appropriately calls " the post-war/* But Mr. Wells's history
came to the rescue of thousands of restless idiots and sent them
to school again with a fairy-tale in their ears.
What Mr. Wells describes as " King and country stuff*' in
one of his more urbane epigrams is, as he says, certainly dead.
Mr. Wells has enjoyed a reputation as a seer for forty years by
pronouncing a funeral oration on everything he sees around
him, and it follows that, occasionally, Mr. Wells has pronounced
a funeral oration over a corpse. But Mr, Wells put in place of
the King and Country stuff his Caveman to Superman stuff,
which was only not dead because it had never been aHye. It
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